CHAPTER 161 


September 30, 2011 


“Hell-... Okay. Who the fuck gave you my address?” 


Justin and Maya were at home after school when they heard the sound of knocking 
on the door. At first they just assumed it was Chie, who often times barge into 
Justin’s house to eat his food and watch his television. In actuality, the person who 
had been knocking on his door was Marie; guitar in hand as she plowed past him 
and into his house. Justin needless to say was pretty damn pissed off; for a number 
of reasons really. The most obvious of these was that he never volunteered to do 
this, yet here she was forcing him into it. The second reason was that he had 
specifically told Yu NOT to let her know where he lived so she couldn’t bug him 
about this shit; he was going to guess he fell through on that. Finally; she was just 
plain fucking rude barging into his house like that without any heads up, just 
pushing him aside in the doorway. Granted, he didn’t have to greet her the way he 
did, but this? Come on. 


“| told you you were going to teach me.” She remarked, almost as if to dictate to 
Justin that this was what he was going to do whether he liked it or not. Justin glared 
at her, arms crossed as she approached the couch, looking for somewhere to drop 
her guitar case so she could unpack. Of course, during the process, she managed to 
lay eyes on Maya, who was just staring back at her with confusion; confusion as to 
who she was and what she was doing here with a guitar. She eyed Marie with 
curious eyes trying to decipher her identity, as did Marie examine Maya. “Who’s 
she?” She questioned after a moment, apparently deciding that just asking Maya 
herself who she was wasn’t going to cut it. Not like she could answer anyway, but 
you know how it worked. It would have been nice if she at least asked before going 
over her head and asking Justin instead. 


“That’s my sister Maya.” Justin explained reluctantly. He had no problem 
introducing the two, but he did have a problem with Marie barging into his house 
just to interrogate everyone there. Maya waved timidly, though also still very much 
puzzled by the interruption. Here they were just watching television and throwing 
popcorn at the television screen anytime Nicolas Cage said ‘Declaration of 
Independence.’ Why? Because they didn’t have the alcohol to make it a drinking 
game. Marie just continued to stare at Maya with confusion as she plopped her 
guitar on the couch beside her. 


“Why isn’t Pink here talking?” Marie questioned, apparently forgetting her name 
already and identifying her by the pink designs across her hoodie. She'd call her 
black given that she wore FAR more black than Pink, but that was an honor already 
reserved for Yukiko. Maya’s jaw dropped slightly with disgust and anger, already 


picking up what was going on; and needless to say, she wasn’t a fan of being called 
Pink. For a number of reasons really; but let’s just settle for it wasn’t her name. She 
very quickly made a couple of movements of her hand towards Marie, as if 
expecting her to actually be able to understand what she was trying to say to her. 


“Oh hell no.” She gestured angrily before dropping her hands to her side, glaring at 
Marie before darting her hand out for the bowl of popcorn that had been resting on 
the table in front of them; just next to Donatello’s tank. Marie obviously didn’t get it; 
why would she after all? Instead she simply raised her eyebrow with confusion, 
staring at Maya like she had just grown devil horns and started vomiting fire. Justin 
cleared his throat a bit as he approached the two, trying to get between the two as 
he noticed some hostilities on Maya’s behalf. He didn’t really blame her, but he’d 
prefer if any catfights took place outside of his house and away from any fragile, 
breakable objects. Like televisions. 


“Maya’s got a... umm... speaking problem.” Justin put it delicately, trying to avoid 
using the word mute. It wasn’t necessarily that it offended Maya, so much as it just 
upset her. Even this was pretty damn hard on her heart strings; but at least it 
wasn’t as blunt as just outright acknowledging her condition. Marie just continued to 
stare with confusion, not really catching on to what exactly it was Justin had meant 
by speaking problems; but then it occurred to her: she really didn’t care. She turned 
her attention back to her case, unzipping the case and grapping at the neck of the 
guitar. She was holding it completely wrong as she pulled it out by the way; hell, 
she damn near broke Donatello’s tank as she swung that thing around. “Hey, hey! 
Careful with that thing! Give me that!” Justin shouted, snatching the guitar out of 
her hands before she ended up breaking something. 


He glared at her, annoyed at how she had come barging into his house only to 
nearly tear the place apart with her improper handling of a guitar. Eventually 
though, he couldn’t help but sigh. He knew little about this girl, only that it was 
clear she was stubborn and kind of a bitch. It wasn’t very likely that he was going to 
get her to leave by just ordering her to. His eyes slowly shifted towards Maya, 
almost weary and disappointed with all of this. Was it so much to ask for one day to 
just watch television without shit hitting the ceiling? Maya nodded a bit before 
getting off the couch. He hadn’t said anything to her, but she could tell just from the 
look in his eyes what he was going to do about this. She stretched her back out 
before reaching into her pocket, grasping at her iPod and earbuds before plugging 
them in to her eardrums. She pressed a couple of buttons on the device as she 
slowly made her way upstairs, grabbing at the nearby bowl of popcorn in the 
process so that she could bring it up with her. Normally she would just leave the 
house to go bug Yosuke or hang around the shrine when this kind of shit happened; 
but she didn’t really have the courage to face the world in her current state. She 
was more than content to just lay back on Justin’s bed and listen to some music 
while he did whatever it was he was doing downstairs. Plus; it would be nice to lay 
on an actual bed for once. Maya wasn’t complaining about sleeping on the couch or 


anything, but you know... A mattress would be nice. Justin sighed as she slowly 
crept up the stairs, every step creaking as she inched up the stairs to his room. 
Justin sighed, shaking his head before turning his attention to Marie, who was just 
staring at him expectedly. 


“.,.Hold it like this.” Justin growled at her with anger, properly shoving the guitar in 
her hands, quickly but reluctantly adjusting her hands to grip the guitar correctly. 
“Throw the strap over your shoulder, I'll be back...” Justin grumbled a bit before 
rushing up the stairs to grab his Guitar. Seemed Maya was taking her sweet time, 
because he ended up bumping into her on the staircase, knocking loose a couple of 
popcorn kernels in the process. She just gave Justin one of those ‘seriously’ looks as 
he ran past her, shrugging a bit. It was only a moment before he came back down 
with his Les Paul, a couple of picks in his pocket as he plopped his ass back down on 
the couch, eyes staring at the ceiling all the while as he contemplated how he was 
going to do this. He had never taught anyone a musical instrument after all, so he 
wasn’t really sure where to begin. Marie strangely didn’t take a seat beside Justin 
until he extended his hand out to offer her the cushion beside him. Strange; it 
seemed she was selectively polite. Either that or just completely socially awkard. 
Not that Justin could really complain. “...You know anything about how to play.” 


“Yeah, sure you, uh... Do that thing with uh... No. Not at all.” Marie had tried to 
reason out loud before she realized she had no idea what she was talking about. 
Justin sighed for a moment, leaning forward for a moment, trying to think of what 
the first song he learned to play was. Of course, the one thing Justin had forgotten 
to take into account when he had contemplated the matter was he was a natural 
with the Guitar. No, he was not some revolutionary guitar player; he’d never be ina 
Rolling Stones list of top 100 guitarists or something, but even from the beginning 
he had a pretty clear grasp of how chords and shit worked. Probably from watching 
as many music videos as he did, just watching how the guitarists worked the 
strings. He slowly leaned forward, readjusting himself so he had a good posture 
over his guitar, before slowly strumming away at the strings; a simple four chord 
progression, though there was certainly alterations with the way the strings were 
strummed that made it a little harder to follow. Plus he was already starting with 
chords. He probably should have been teaching Marie fretwork first. “Alright... Just 
watch for a moment, pay attention to what I’m doing what my hands.” Justin 
ordered to her over his strums, repeating the same main riff for a while. Shame he 
didn’t have a distortion pedal; he’d have to settle for just strumming louder. He 
repeated the main riff a couple times, tapping his foot in time to the beat where the 
guitar track would be. 


| ain't got no inclination 
Give away my sweet sensation 


Sleeping’ in an old tool shed 


Scumbag crying’ on his pillow 
When you wanna be with me then we will see 
Who's fuckin' with my head 


Justin sang along with the song for a moment, though that was probably a bad 
move, because it distracted him from his chord work. Not because he couldn’t 
multitask this kind of stuff; no rather, it was that he was so used to multitasking. 
Before he knew it, he was deterring away from the basic rhythmatic guitar riff to the 
licks scattered throughout. And that needless to say threw Marie for a loop as she 
watched. Not that the chords didn’t, but this made it far worse. “Alright, you try 
now.” Justin encouraged her, still playing along to the song. Marie slowly pushed her 
fingers up to the guitar neck; but rather than keeping them stationary at the 
appropriate frets and strumming all the strings, she just sort spazzed her fingers 
about the neck, flailing her arms as if expecting the music to play if she just 
strummed fast enough. Justin just slowly stopped picking at the strings, as if he had 
never seen anything stupider than what he was seeing right now. He could 
understand if she couldn’t get it; he couldn’t understand being this far off. “Okay, 
stop, stop! The fuck are you doing!?” Justin interrupted her, getting a headache 
from the constant clinking sound of strings bumping against frets. 


“Il don’t get it; am | not thinking hard enough?” Marie questioned as she stared at 
the guitar. Apparently she was still under the impression that you just had to want 
to play the guitar and it magically happened. Which was just incredibly wrong in 
every capacity. Justin groaned, pinching his forehead. He should have known he 
couldn’t teach with example; he had to physically show he how to do this with as 
clueless as she was. He sighed after a moment, lifting his guitar a bit so it was clear 
to her what he was going to do. 


“Alright; maybe we need to start with something easier...” Justin remarked after a 
moment. “I Suppose we could do Can’t Get No Satisfaction; but that’s cliché as 
fuck.” Justin remarked as he tried to pick out an even easier song to play; 
something even Marie could pick up with her level of expertise. He figured everyone 
learned off of the Rolling Stones (everyone that wasn’t him anyway), and while it 
probably would have been better off for Marie to learn like that, he wasn’t going to 
teach her the same thing every other teacher did. He wasn’t a part of their system, 
man. It took him a moment, but he came up with an idea after some contemplation. 
“Alright, I’ve got it. Okay, you see this metal bars going across the neck of the 
guitar? The space in between those is called a fret; each one from the top to the 
bottom has a number. For example; this is fret one, this is two, this is three, four, 
five, so on and so forth.” Justin explained, as he slid his fingers up and down the 
neck. “When you press your finger against one of these strings, and pick at the 
string, like this... It plays a note. The higher the fret number, the higher the note; 


like so.” Justin strummed several notes to show off the increasing pitch as his hand 
slid down the neck. “Alright, make sense?” 


“l,..Guess?” Marie questioned. She didn’t really understand it, but she supposed 
she’d figure it out as they went along anyway. Justin doubted she quite got it, but it 
was a tricky concept for the musically illiterate like her; she’d get it as they went 
along. Justin stretched his arm a bit before pressing his finger to the second fret of 
the sixth string, making eye contact with Marie as he pressed his finger tip against 
it. 


“Alright; | want you to press your finger against the second fret on the biggest 
string, like this... Okay... Okay good. Now, normally this is played with power 
chords, but for now, | want you to just play that one note to this beat.” Justin 
strummed at the note, picking it as if it were part of the actual riff they were going 
to play, but the other notes were not present. Marie, of course just strummed like a 
maniac, not keeping the temp. “No, no, goddammit, stop! You can’t just keep 
picking it like that; you have to do it in time. Like... When | do this: one, two, three, 
four, one, two, three, four. You notice the even spaces between each word? Okay, 
that’s a beat; you need to have the exact amount of beats between each note, 
otherwise it won’t work. So let’s try gain, IN TEMPO this time please; we’ll count 
along to keep pace. Like this, bu ba da bu ba, pause, bu ba da bu ba, pause. You'll 
play on the bu’s, alright?” 


“Okay...” Marie was very confused by this point, but she abided all the same. “Bu, 
ba, da, bu, ba... Bu, ba, da, bu, ba.” She mumbled along in time as she strummed 
the string. It was still a little offbeat, but it was close enough for now. She felt like 
an idiot mumbling like that to herself, but she did suppose it helped her given the 
way that Justin was actually smiling now. 


“Alright, good, good; you’ve got it. Now, we’re going to do it again, but this time, 
you’re going to take your third finger right here and drop it down on the fourth fret 
on all the other beats; minus the pause. But-! You can keep the fret for the lower 
number held down if you want to play a higher fret, but not the other way around; 
so keep your index finger on the second fret but only press down on the fourth fret 
when you want to play the higher note. So it’ll be like this. Bu ba da bu ba. Bu ba da 
bu ba.” Justin made onomotopeias in time to the song. Marie nodded before 
imitating him, again, a little off beat, but the riff was noticeably there; and she’d get 
better at it over time. Seemed she hadn’t recognized the song too, so maybe she 
just needed to play a song she knew and she’d get the tempo down. “Alright keep 
going.” Justin ordered before pressing his own fingers to the neck in a power card, 
imitating the same rythym. 


Girl, you really got me now. 


You got me so! don't know what I'm doin", 


Girl, you really got me now. 
You got me so! can't sleep at night. 


“Alright, nice, now, push both your fingers up two frets and keep that same tempo.” 
Justin ordered quickly. Marie was a little caught off guard by the order, and she 
certainly had trouble sliding her fingers up, but it came eventually; and luckily it 
took her exactly one measure to do so, just enough for Justin to keep the tempo for 
her in the mean time. “Okay perfect, be ready to do that again when | say up, 
alright?” She nodded as she kept the tempo. 


Girl, you really got me now 

You got me so / don't know where I'm goin', yeah 
“Up.” 

Oh Girl, you really got me now 

You got me so! can't sleep at night 

You really got me 

You really got me 

You really got me 


“Alright good stuff; now go back to two and four. You’re going to repeat that for the 
rest of the song. So it’s up, up, back at the same points, alright.” Justin dictated to 
her. She nodded with confirmation, before following suit, keeping the tempo, slowly 
and clumsily, but keeping it all the same. Justin nodded a bit in time to the beat, 
playing his chords for a only a moment more before shooting his hands down 
towards the bottom of the neck, playing various licks by tapping the strings ina 
solo. It seemed to have thrown Marie off for a moment without Justin to keep the 
tempo, with the sound of another guitar doing something different distracting her, 
but she kept at it. It went on like that for a few more bars before Justin shot his hand 
back up to the power chords to join her, smiling as she kept at it. It wasn’t great; 
and he did better when he first played, but hey, at least she was getting it. 


Please, don't ever let me be 
| only wanna be by your side 
Please, don't ever let me be 
| only wanna be by your side 


Girl, you really got me now 


You got me so! don't know what I'm doin’, yeah 
Oh yeah, you really got me now 

Got me so! can't sleep at night 

You really got me 

You really got me 

You really got me 


“And stop.” Justin ordered here as he hammered the last few power chords in a big 
rock finish, ending the song with style. Marie seemed a little confused by the 
interruption, even more so by Justin pushing his guitar off to the side as he stopped 
her in her tracks. 


“What; did | mess it up again?” She questioned, not really seeing much other reason 
to stop the song. Justin shook his head, grinning a bit as he sighed a bit. It wasn’t a 
hard song to play, but even then he found himself a little tired from moving his 
fingers up and down the frets. Probably because of those killer solos. Why did Van 
Halen always make Justin want to cut his arm off to stop the pain afterwards; 
goddamn. 


“Nope, just the end of the song.” Justin chuckled a bit. “You did good; what you did 
there, that was an entire song you just played. And it doesn’t get much harder than 
that. Sometimes you'll have your fingers pressed against more than one string at 
once, and that’s a chord. Other times you'll have to use all four of your fingers; | 
know that pinky can be a bitch to work with at first. But other than that, it’s all just 
press finger here and strum, press other finger here and strum.” Marie nodded a bit, 
though she paused after a moment, shaking her head; as if she were agreeing at 
first, but then she realized she didn’t get it. 


“So... | do flail my fingers around like you?” She spoke with confusion. Justin’s 
expression slowly faded from one of a musement to one of confused 
disappointment; aka the ‘seriously’ face. He didn’t think people were this dense 
when it came to instruments, but it seemed he was wrong. 


“Not unless you’re in a death metal band.” 


